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CONGRATULATORY 


ADMONITORY 


PO E M. S. 


OR GIVE, dread Sir, if emulous to praiſe, 
The humble bard, replete with loyal glee, 
To Thee inſcribes his tributary lays : 

To whom does praiſe belong, if not to Thee ? 
By conſcious Truth impell'd, I burſt to ſing 
The hopeful promiſe of a glorious Kl No. 


II. 
I aſk not Fictionꝰs ad to ſwell the theme; 
Enough to me that real Virtue ſhines ; 
Nor Fancy's flight, or Flatt'ry's golden dream, 
Adorn the Poet's mercenary lines: | 
Why, therefore, ſhould I court Aonia's throng, 
When honeſt Truth can dignify my ſong ? = 


III. 


+ # 


(4) 
III. 
No laureat bays I wiſh to bind wy brow; 
Thy ſkilful Whitehead well deſerves his place: 


And as he lately ſung the Grandlire----now, 
Pleas d, may he ſing the Monarch of his race: 
Born of Britannia's Iſle, by Britons lov'd ; 


Fear'd by his ſoes, and by the Heav'ns approv'd. 


IV. 

Thou cam ſt not, like a melancholy hei r, 10 
Io take poſſeſſion of a fall n ſtate: ö 
High Heavn indulg d thy royal 'Grandlire's care, 
And, made him glorious, happy, good and great: 

Theſe are the bleſſings that devolv'd to Thee; 


Be thou as good, as honeſt, brave as He. 


V. 
Nor can'ſt thou fail of happineſs aiftore; 1 * 1 
If erer Happineſs was found on earth gioz i | 
Virtue, dread Sir, is happineſs no more--- - 
Without it, what are ſceptres, crowns, and birth? 
All empty gewgaws, mere monarchie to:, 
Compar d with real Virtue's laſting joy. 


(3). 
VI. 


Let Truth hold up her mirror to thine eye: | 
Mark yonder heap---- What is it but a throne ? 
What's he that fills it? O! a monarch high, 
That damn'd his reputation for a crown. 

Mark how the pedeſtal is purpled o'er 

With ſpots, indelible, of human gore. 


VIL 


Foul Murther urg'd Ambition' s lawleſs power! 
And bade him ſhed his ſov'reign's ſacred blood; 


On yonder throne he fell, at midnight hour, 


Seated in council for his country's good. 
Now view th' Aſſaſſin in the Monarch's feat, 
Writh'd to and fro with agony complete. 


VIII. 


Yet, ah! this tortur'd miſerable thing, 
Made up of outward pomp, and inward woe, 
Will ſay, forſooth,---- © He's ev ry inch a King; 1 10 
And fulſome Adulation tells him ſo. | 
Wou'd'{t thou not rather. wiſh to be a ſlave ? | | 
Or pledge thy palace for a peaſants grave? nor 
| B 
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(6) 


Oo, Royal GEORGE! thy pure illuſtrious breaſt 
From ſuch alarming pangs are ever free ; 


No foul deſign contaminates thy reſt; 


For regal Virtue left his throne to Thee. 


A throne where Victory and Honour ſhine, 


And there reſided long before twas thine. 


X. ö 
N 5 


View, Gracious Sir, amid thoſe ſanguine fields, 


Where yander martial form extended lies: 
No ſoft ning down. its kind. aſſiſtance yields; 
His bed the ground, his danopy the ſkies, 


| His head invelop'd by the midnight dew ! 


Dank curtain! almoſt hides him from our view. 


xl. 


For this wou d quit a canopy of ſtate ? 
For this forſake a bed of ſofteſt down, 


| Think'ft thou the man, who owns a ſplendid crown, 


Had it pleas'd Heav'n to grant a kinder fate? 


Wou'd thou not think an object, ſuch as He, 


Was from the pointed ſhafts of Envy fre. 


XII. 


(7) 


XII. 
Vet he is envy d, fear d, belov'd, ador'd, | 


Prais'd, ſtigmatiz d, as beſt and worſt of Kings: 


Curs d by his foes, who tremble at his word, 
And ſung, by almoſt ev'ry bard, that ſings. 

He quits his palace for the ſanguine plain, 

And heaps of riches leaves for heaps of ſlain. 


XIII. 


Not love of Strife perſuades him from the joys 
Of regal ſplendor, dignity, and eaſe: 
Invidious War his kingdom's reſt annoys, 
And Death and Horror triumph over peace ! 
Four pow'rful nations, to increaſe his toil, 
Pour in their troops, and irritate the coil. 


XIV. 
Poor hapleſs King! for who was cer ſo poor ? 


Say, is the wretch that earns his ſcanty bread ? 


The needy ſlave, who begs from door to door, 
Finds comfort in the hovel or the ſhed : 


But he, alas! nor bliſs, nor peace can find j 
No med'cine cures the Malady of Mind. 
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His cities ranſack'd, and his people flain, 
By ſavage bands, that pity never knew ; 
For horrid rapine born, they {warm amain, 


And ev ry field with ſlaughter's gore imbrue. 
Oh miſerable Rate ! devoid of bliſs---- 


What lab ring hind wou'd be a king like this ? 
XVI. 
And yet he's nobly good, and bravely wiſe, 


And inward bleeds, to fee his country's s woe; 


His breaſt ſuſceptible, dilates with ſighs, 


And eam adown his cheeks Abuticlant flow: 


Nor feels he for his { plendor, pomp, or throne, 


His people's weal preponderates his own. 


XVII. ö 
Diſdaining titles, hen his country calls, FT 
He throws the robes of Majeſty aſide ; 
What then' to him are ſceptres, crowns and balls, 
With all the' ſignatures of regal pride. b 
He, as a Father, meditates-the plan, 
And leaves the Monarch to become a Man. 


"093 
XVIII. 
Each ſubje& he conſiders as his child, 
And with paternal duty ſeeks their good: 
He cannot ſee his blooming hopes deſpoibd; 
But ventures in the cauſe his vital blood. 


Tho great the taſł L may Heavn reward his aim 
With peace, beyond the ſkies, and deathleſs fame. 


xx, 
O happier GEORGE! if cer nature felt 
A pang for glorious Virtue in diſtreſs, 
Here let thy ſympathetic boſom melt, 
And glow with emulation to redreſs. 
The ſtrongeſt i image here of greatneſs ſee 3 
Mark how he lifts his royal hands to Thee. 


To Thee, who never heard the din of war, 

Or ſaw the mangled corſe, or laughter'd pile; 
Whoſe fleets and armies bring ſucceſs from far, 
While peace and plenty bleſs thy native iſle : 
Thrice happy ifle . on whoſe pacific ſhore 

No hoſtile cannon ever dares to roar. 


Cc 


(20): 


XXL 
Now, Royal Sir, behold a diff rent ſcene,---- 
Where ſcept'red Gravity commences Youth ; 
Where Luxury and folly intervene, | 
And Flatt'ry gives the lye to honeſt Truth: 
Who'd think yon tinſel'd Dupe---- yon paltry Thing, 
Was ger deſign d by Nature for a King ? 


XXII. 
See where he fits, in Indolence of ſtate; 
Cloſe by his ſide his Minx renews her ſuit ; 
mY his ears with © Happy, Wiſe, and Great, 
r* the laſcivious pleaſing of a lute.” 
Muſic, and Lies, and Luft, ade pleaſe, 
And all the Monarch ſtudies, is his eaſe. 


5 XXII. 

Meanwhile his ſubjects ſunk 15 deep deſpair ! 
Behold their coaſts invaded by the foe ; 

Their Trade decreas'd, and each approaching year, 
Big with the venge ance of ſome threat n d blow ! 


In vain they ſtrive to pierce the Monarch ears; 


He feels no ſubjects woes nor ſees their tears, 


— — — — 


XXIV. 


(1) 


XXIV. 


Here gaze, my Sov'reign---- but be ſure avoid; 
Nor ruſh precipitate on Circe's breaſt : 

By her, what kings and ſtates have been deſtroy'd, 
Let antient Hiſt ry's faithful page atteſt. 

Shun Folly's lure, and Adulation's wiles, 

The Guſt of Luxury, and Harlots ſmiles. 


XXV. 
Mark, good my Liege Lon titl'd wretch behold, 
Drove from his palace, to a mean retreat; 
Deluded by th inſatiate love of gold, 
To ſacrifice his dignity and ſtate. 
Urg d by a ſubtle far rite's fawning arts, 
He loſt his 5 empire Oer his * $ hearts, 


 XXVI. 
A faithleſs miniſter confirm'd his guilez 
Betray'd his views to treacherous allies ; 
They threw the tempting bait, that charm'd awhile, 
And then, berween em, ſhar'd the wiſk'd-for prize. 
Yet ftill the purblind Monarch hardly knows, 
That theſe pretended friends were all his foes 


XXVII. 
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XXVII. 


Hence, Britain's King, this moral inf 'rence draw; 
That crowns and thrones, and ſceptres, when they're gain'd, 
Demand no little ſhare of love and awe, 

To be with circumſpettive rule maintain d. 
For, ah wha ſubjects el obey, 


What niceſt arts are requiſite to ſway! 


XXV III 


Bleſt as thou art, with ev'ry ſubjectꝰs dou 
Be cautious to preſerve their firlt eſteem : 


| my ev ry year their loyalty improve, 


And GEORGE" name be {till the poet's cheme: 


May fair Integrity expunge Caprice, 


And Faction's rage in Britiſh boſoms ceaſe. 


XXIX. 

What tho the ſage, Experience, has not yet 
Before Thee ſtrew d his ripeſt, choiceſt fruit: 
Still Heav'n, in lieu, has ſent its darling, Pr, 
And, high in Wiſdom's eſtimation, Bu rz. 
They ſhall engraft, within thy youthful mind, 

Whatever can adorn or bleſs mankind, 


(13) 
XXX. 
Each ſhall with emulation glow, 
To make the luſtre of thy ſacred crown, 
A dazzling terror to the daring foe ; 
Who vainly ſeek to ſully thy renown : , 
As horror chills the wretch who ſees afar 
Th' effulgent glories of a blazing ſtar, 


> 


Thus, while I meditate thy future reign, 
Say, filing Hops anticipates my fears: _ 
See! ſee! ſhe cries, where hoary Time, amain, 
Turns oer the records of ten thouſand years; 
And, as he marks each heroes deathleſs fame, 
Bids all his virtues ſhine in GEORGE's ſacred name, 
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